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Would his children be like him? The bald-
headed, short, fat, little man sat under the lamp
in his dark, meticulously brushed, shabby coat.
Everything about him was precise and neat: his
handwriting, his thoughts, his expressions, even
his actions. He had brought up his children with
die same exquisite, neat care. When he took them
on excursions he made out the itinerary before-
hand, pointed out the beauties of the landscape to
diem, realising, perhaps, what few people know,
that most people miss seeing beauty because no-
body mentions it. If they came to an old or
famous building, he would tell them its history.
Manya saw no faults in her father. It never
occurred to her to mock his precise little ways.
She thought of him as a fount of universal know-
ledge. And, indeed, he knew many things. He
kept up with the new discoveries in physics and
chemistry by buying learned pamphlets with his
hard-earned savings. He knew, without a thought
of his own cleverness, Greek and Latin and five
modern languages. He wrote verse and read aloud
beautifully to his children every Saturday even-
ing so that they grew to know great literature.
When he wanted to read to them some foreign
book, David Copperfield, for example, he read it
in Polish though the copy in his hand was English.
"There's nothing new at home," wrote Manya
to a friend. "The plants are quite well, thank
you! The azaleas are in flower and Lancet is
asleep on the rug! I have had my dress dyed and
Gucia, the daily maid, is altering it. She's just